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wife; they had been on a visit at Hyde, and were return-
ing to England when they met their sad fate in the
Albion.
I do not remember the date of the "September Gale"
and have no time to look for it. In these "Small Memo-
ries," my dear nephews and nieces, you must please over-
look the absence of dates—I have no time to hunt up the
day and year of many of the events mentioned. A golden
silence is better than inaccuracy. Please look for the dates
yourselves.
One pleasant September day Cally, Charley, and my-
self were invited to spend the day at Heathcote Hill,
where we enjoyed ourselves very much as 'usual. At dusk
our Father came for us; while we were being shawled in
the dining-room, my Grandfather threw up the sash and
called out, "How is Susan?" "Comfortable!" "And the
baby?" "A boy!!!"—Here was a piece of news for us.
We had a little brother for the first time, and were eager
to make his acquaintance. Dear little fellow, he was a
great pet among us as long as he lived. He was baptized
by the Rev. Revaud Kearney, Rector of the Church at
New Rochelle, a kinsman of our Mother's. My Father
gave him the name of Fenimore—had he lived he would
have been called James, or William. He was a large fine-
looking baby, and a very generous little fellow; he gave
away the best of everything he had. One day at dinner I
remember Father's giving him some large strawberries;
he got down from his little chair and trotted around the
table, giving one of his strawberries to each member of
the family.
Meanwhile writing was going on. The printing would
seem to have been a slower business than it is to-day. The
new book was to give a picture of American life in a new

